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SYNOPSIS,

#Cirrle JIm™ Eorden, who derives his
ted mame from an angry red birth-
mark on the back of his right band, le
sboot 1o be released from prison after
perving his third tarm. It s & matter of
tory that one Membar

of the Bordso famil
with the Hed Clrele birinhmark and that
embar haa always been a criminal. Jim
his w son, Ted Bordan, are
enly known living representatives of
. dan kin. Max lamar, & dgtective,
s deta to keap an eye op "Circie Jim.*
¥isd and her mother, mambera of
wenlthy set who ore intereated In tha
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soare, he slumped Into his desk chadr,
But, suddenly, as If the chalr were up-
holstared with horpet-stings, he leapad
to his fect agaln, with a yell that
brought his employees In the ouler
offices crowdlng wonderingly to the
door.

Fapers were scattered In every di
raction: and drmwera and pigeonholas
were opsn—and empty! Feverishly,
Grant looked from pigeonhkole to plg
eonhole.

Every laxt one of them had been

g‘f;’" af "‘..m‘g:‘-'ikg‘.'.";.?_.‘;_rf:nm:.n:; ransacked : and every dewument had

guomn saling., Reallzng that hiz | been stolen from them'

e A !:w.mm;m "i"-;of:ﬂl]rnutnam:r:a “Cleaned out!" croaked Grant, das

foros oo the gas. Meanwhils, Lamaer | edly. “Robbed! I've—I've been
wpon noderground passage | robbad! "

ances

hare
k s fght. Jim s kile

ardans and the end of tha Fed Clrela*
:)" Lamar. But tha naxt day he Ia as-

gnded by the sight of & woman's hand

irigjde & ourtalned automoblie. showing

ﬁ:- i:.mu on the white fesh. Lamar

b down the number on the license
ate,

(S

SECOND INSTALLMENT
{PITY THE POORL" |

/7K 1oz, Hving in & forest full of rab-
ibite, 18 likely to grow fat. CGedrge
‘Grant dweit in a community of human
.lhliblts. men who nesded momey and
Headed It so badly that they were
eady to pay any price to gat it. Grant
did not grow fat on their neads. But
Bis bank account did.

He wae the city's most prosparons
ilogn broker, which meant he was al-
i8¢0 the city'm mmost heartlesa loan
iﬁl‘.’h His offices wers forever crowd-
44 with peedy clients. His big desk |
iwas full of tabulated pigeonholes.
And every pigeonhole was rtacked
(with & piteous array of promissory
'ﬁun. of mortgages, of sight drafts

d similar sorry documents

One day—it was the same that Max
Tamar caught hLis fleeting glance of
%he Red Circle on & woman's whita
‘hend, as a closed automoblile whizzed
mpast him—George Grant got up from
.&hll famous desk in his private offics,
stretched his lean arms lazily, and
(went ioto the adjoining room where
tood his capacious stesl vault,

; Entering the vault and switchiog on
the electric light, he began to scarch
through the tlers of compartments
mlong the rear wall. The paper he
wanted was not easy to find, and hll]
gearch continued for several minutes.

At last, he discovered what he
sought. Consulting the document, he
‘made cne or two notea from it on the
back of an envelope; then switched
'off the light and turned to leave the
wault,
| But, instead of the sunshins from
the office beyond, he faced black dark-
hess. The vault door had been shut.
8o silently had it closed that, en-
&rossed io his search, he bad not ob-
merved It was no lomger open.

Orant pushed against the steel door.
It did not yleld to the pressurs. It had
‘been shut tight.

Grant drew in a deep breath and
#houted at the top of his lungs. The
vault resounded deafeningly to his hel-
Jow. But the thick walls absorbed the
sound.

Turning back into the vault and
k‘ilc‘hin‘ on the lght once more, he
pulled oot a stesl caskbox from Its
‘compartment and, using It as a bludg-
«an, begen to hammor with desperate
foree on the unylelding door, punctu:
ating his blows with shouts for help.

Aftar an interminabla time, a clerk
=John Saals by neme—who chanced
to pass through the adjolming room,

(1.
m* n raf 4
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088 1o the vaull, heard & mufMed tap-
Ping and paused to investigale. He
talled the cashler, who alone of the
smployees, knew the vault's combi-
nation. The whole office force gath-
@red inquisitively arcund the cashler
B8 he unlocked and threw open the
door. Out resled Grant

“Who did that? he sputtersd,
hoaracly, “What fool abut that door on
me? Speak up, or 1'll fire the whols
worthiess buoch. Who did 1>
- There was & confused mumbling
from the scared employess. Grants

“Which of you has bean in this room
in the last balf hour?” As
unconcernedly as he could force his
dry throat to volce the query.

For & moment no ona answerad
Then Saals timidly voluntesred

he asknd

“1 was in here, sir, ahout twanty
minutes ago, Maybe twenty-five min.
| utes or—"

“What in blazes were you doing In
here?”

"] just stepped Insida the door, sir,”
quarered Saale, "to show in the [ady."

"The lady?"” snapped Grant, "What
lady?"”

“Why, why, the lady who had the
appointment with vou, sir. She maid

she'd met you In the hall and you'd
teld her to wait in your own office.
She—"

“l haven't met any woman in the
hall,™ denisd Grant, “#nd I didn't tell
anyona to walt here for me What
was her name’™

"She—aha didn't say,
posed—"' :

“Young or old?" demanded Grant.

*“I—I don't know, sir. She-

“You wall-eyed idiot!"” roared Grant,
“d" yo mean to tell me yvon haven't
sanse enough to know whether a wom-
an Is young or old?"”

“Not when she's all swathed up in
& heavy black veil, like that lady, sir,”
anewerad Spals, “and with a big,

sir

I sup-

loose, black coat that hides her fig-
ure.”

“l seen her, Mr. Grant,"” shrilled the
office boy. “I didn't sea har come in

But I seen her go out. 'Hout five min-
utes ago, It was. She had a bunch of
papers she was carryvin'.”

Grant walted to hear no more,
Snatching his hat, he sprinted for the
straeat.

He had left his automobhile at
curb in front of his office

Half way across the pavement Grant
halied, mouth ajar. The car was not
there. Neither was the chauffeur

(GGeorge Granl turnad in rages upon
the bullding's special policeman who
was standing in front of the entrance

“Blake!” he demanded, “whera in
blazes is oy car? I told Garvice to
stay here tlll 1 cams out. Did you
move him on?"

“Me?" smild the policeman "IN,
indeed Someone elses did, though.
"Bout five minutes back. A woman—"

“A women?"

“In & long black coat and a hlack
veil.”

He summoned & passing taxi
tumbiad aboard

“Police headquarters!"™
manded

- - - - L - -

Chiesf of Police Allen was always
glad 1o see his former subordinate,
Max Lamar. For a decade the two
had been closa friends So it was
with a nod of real welcome and a folly
word of greeting that he hallad Max,
a8 the latter came excltedly into his
office at about the time George Grant
wis boarding the taxicab.

“What's up, Max?" asked

the

and

he

the chief,

noting his friend's unwonted haste
and perturbation
“Evervthing’s up." put in Lamar.

“The Red Circle, among other thinge.”
“The Red echned Allen
“Why. man, the Red Circles wipad
off the hooks, for keaps™
“Not ‘g It ‘was.' It's bnck agaln.”
“What are you talkhng about? "Cfr-
cla’ Jim Borden's dead
Who elsa s 1nft™
‘A woman.”
‘A womanT What woman™*
“l don't know."

Circle?

“Jim left no daughter Hin wlife
died., years ago. You're dreaming
You've worked on this ‘Red Circle’

game so long, you'ra daffy over {1

Am I retorted Lamar. Tan min-
utes ago I saw the Hed Clrele. Saw {t
as plain as | see you. A woman was
#itting In & limousine. #er right hand
wWaAS resting on the window ledge And
sha'd taken off her glove. Thers, on
the back of her hand was the Ted
Circle. Before I could lopk any rloser
the car had speeded up and chugged
out of sight. 1 took {ts number, just
A8 It disappesrad in a lttle hurricane
of gasoline smoke and yellow dust
Let me iook ower your stale auto
lcense numhbers

“Hers you are,” sald Allen. produe
ing the book.

Unceremonionsly a man pushed his
Way past the doorkeeper and {uto the

Fatlike eves mearched every face. W= 381I0Wed room cof the chiet of police.

read there nothing but blank hewtlider-
ment
Bl shaky In the knees from his

“Chief'” burst out Graut, without
80 much as returning the other's salu-
| tation. “I've been robbed! While I

Dustin Farnum [il.

Dustin Farnam, the Pallas-Para.
mount star, recently passed
through the first serious iloess he
has ever experienced. For five
days he was eonfined to his bed
dn his home in Los Angeles with

| malignant tonsilitis and for that
many days mot a morsel of food
’]ra‘-'su\-i his lips.  His throat was so
swollen and raw that he could not
even swallow water or tuke soup
or any hgmd nourishment

Mr. Farnum lost fiftecn powids

through his illness_and that effect

com-

So i2 his son.

i[u]dcd Lis coat
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Tes in my vault just now, the door
was shot on me and a lot of noles of
peopie who owe me money weore siolen
out of my desk.

My clerk eays he saw a veiled woms«
an go Into mvyv office She was seen
coming out again with a handful of
documents bound up {n a rubber band,

| And when ] went down to my car.” he

continued In mounting excitement,
“she’d stolen that, too, And my chauf-
feur."

“What was the number?” asked the
chief, taking out a pencil and draw-
ing & rcratch-pad toward him.

“The number of my car?
126.694."

“The deuce it was!” ecried Lamar,
dropping the llcen.e book and sirid-
ing forward. Lan produced a card
and handed it to Chief Allen

‘Thats the number 1 jottad down,™
he sald. “The numbor of the car with
the Red Clrele woman in 11"

"126,894!™ read the chiaf

“"What's that? What's that?"
manded Grant eagerly,

Brusquely he snatched the card from
the chisf. It slipped fromn his awk-
ward fingers as he grasped it, and fell
to the fleor bensath the window alll

Grant stooped to pick it up As ha
rose, his gaze fell on the busy streat
just with hurrying traf-
flc on sidewalk and mephalt AL the
Eimeé moment a bhig automobils wrig
gied out of a vebhicle-jam and flashed
Grant gave one in

It was

do-

outside, its

past the window

cradulous look, then bawled

“Thera's my car! There it {s, now!
Eae ™

Come on!™ exclaimed the chief as

he bolted from the room with Lamar
and Grant at his heels

At the outer sntrance of police head-
quarters & molorcycie policeman was
diemounting.

“Follow that car!" ordered the chiaf
“That llmousine there. The number's
126,684, Got it!'" In the glley at tha
alda of police headgquarters a depart-
mental automobile was awalting. The
chiaf command Its
drowsing chauffeur, then jumped into
the tonneay, Lamar and Grant piling
In after him,

Some |

gave R swift to

me they had come to
a jarring standstill alongaide the au

tomohile ther aought. It was stand-

later

she alipped out of the shapeleasly em.
veloping black coat. The coat was
lined with white satin. The woman'sa
dress also WAS SDOW white.  With
quick skill, she proceeded to fold the
coat inside out, In such way that no
portion of the black was visible. Then
she draped It carelsssly over her
white-sleeved arm.

Ralsing both hands to bar head, she
undid the thick black vell, took it of,
rolled it into & ball and tossed it Into
the bushus.

A black-clad woman. shrouded in
an Impenetrable veail, had enterad the
thicket. Less than a minute later, a
girl in white dress and white toque

and carrylng on her arm a white wrap, |

emerged upon the farther path, and
sauntered fn leisurely fashion toward
the park's opposite antrance.

Once, she glanced nervourly at the
back of ber right hand. But at onca
hear frown of apprehension clearsd
away. The Red Circle had agaln be-
come invisible.

Lamar, bastening along the path,
with Grant and the chiof, saw a beay-
tiful girl, all in white, coming toward
him around & bend In the walk. At
& glance he recognized her.

“Miss Travls!” he exclalmad; clasp-
ing the white hand she held out to
him “This iz good Iuck! T dida't
know this park was a favorite walk
of vours."

“Oh, but it is laughed Tune, *1
love it It'e a0 quiet and pretty. But
1 didn't expect to find a busy detactive
wandering dreamily about In it I
thought detectives ware always—"

“Crime specialist, please, Misa Tra-

o

vis," interrupted Iamar “That is. {f
you don't mind. If you knew how I
hate that word, ‘detective—''"

Sha become aware of his compan.
ions, who stood & pace or two distant,
fuming at the daley

“I won't detain you, Mr. Crime Spe-
cialist,” she said, gavly, adding. a»
ghe moved away “But, don't forget,
you promised to call and tell me sbout
your work.”

“Did you suppose [ eould forget it?"
he made answer. “And—mar I eall
tomorrow afternocon® Are you going
to he at home?"
yes.

"Why,
Gaood by.”

Please come then.

The Office Force Crowded Around While the Cashier Unlocked the Vault.

ing near the entrance of a small park
The chauffeur was in bls seat, uncon-
cerned, as though in front of his own
emplover's door

Lamar and the chief tumbled out of
their car before it had fairly stopped
and they ran at top speed toward the
capturad limousine
tonneau of the limousine

The
empty!
Grant was dancing In fury and shak-

was

Ing his fist at his mildly surprised
chauffeur

“What d'ye mean by {t? he
shrieked. “What'n blazes d ¥a mean
by it, Garvice?”

The chauffeur had been fumbling in
his pocket. Now he produced a card.
end sullenly handed 1t to his employ
er,

There's your own orders,” hs
growled,
Lamar, glancing over Grant's shoul-

der, saw the card was George Grant's
own, and that on It above the name,
was scrawled in paneil

0. K. Tzke bearer where she
wishes.

“Well Tl be—1'I1 be—" sputtered
tha bewlldered Grant

“Where Is she? What became of

ber?” demanded Lamar
"Which way did she go?" persisted
Lamar.
Down
business
Lamar

that path to the left
I call it, to—"

had already started in the
diraction the chauffeur pointed out

and the chlef and Grant ranged slong
glde of him an he strode along.

“We'll ook down this path to the
end,’ suggested the chief, “And then
wao'll separate and quartsr the whole
park for her. She may have left the
park at the far side’

But the velled woman In black had
not left the park. 8hes had meraly
left tha park path and had crept into
the shrubbery,

She sped along like & black wralth;
noiseless. furtive, uncanny. Once sha
raised her right hand w part some
bushes that barred her way. The
hand was small, white, infinitaly grace
ful In contour But on s back
throbbed an angry crimson BCAr; out-

||1|ncti like an frregular ring,

Through the high bushes sha crept;
and into a tiony glade bhemmed in by
shrubbery. There she halted. Deftly

Funny

|

When June reached her own home,
her mother and Mary (her old purse)
were the veranda She hurried
past them with scarce a word and
went stralght to her own room. Thars,
from the front of her dress, she drew
out a sheaf of paperg fastened with
a rubber band. The uppermost paper

on

of the puckage was an officlal l’-arln.'

filled In with lnk. It read

June 12, 1915,

Seven days from date, or June 19,
| promise to pay George Grant ten
dollars ($10), as first instaliment on
my lean of ene hundred dollars ($100),
plus interest at the rate of 10 per cent
a week. Total payment due, $20.

(Signed) John L. Peterson.

June Travis' fingers rifled the sheaf
Most of the papers were of much the
same nature as was the first, and for
varying sums, at exorbitant inlerest.
Each document was mule witneas to
a tale of poverty and of the greedy
ardvantage Grant had taken of such
i‘.fl\'.'ﬂr".'

Gatbering up the papers, June went
into her sitting room, placed a chalr
in front of a typewriter and began to
lap away at the kevs. For a full hour
a bare half-dozen lines on
each sheet—addressing an envelopa
for each

Without walting to put on her hat she
ran downstalrs and out of the house
by a rear door, to a nearby mail-box
In this she posted her stack of lettars,
and made her way back to her sitting
rooni, unnoticed Aftar which, she
once more picked up the documents
stolen from f(George Grant's desk:

crumpled them into a ball; set a match

tha wrote

to them: held them untll ther were
ablare; and tossed them Into the fire-
p13|"ﬂ

“There goes a nheaf of heartaches'™
ghe gighad. “Oh, if only all poverty
eould be destroyed as easily'”

™ - L] ® - . -

Marr, DUrse, was more a
member of the Travis family than a
pervant. She had lived with Mrs.
Travis since long befors June was
born; she had comforted the stricken
wife when her husband died; she had
loved June from the day of the win-
some girl's birth.

Early next morning, while shs
was putting the sitting room to rights.
Mary chauced o ses half a charred

lune's

plece of paper lylng on the hearth
She picked it up. On the unburned |
half of the paper, she read:

- Seven days from date, or—to pay
George Grant ten—third Instaliment on
my loan of fifty—plus interest at the
rate—per week. Total payment due
$15—8igned Jos. Bro—

Mary puzzled over the fragment in
stark perplexity. To her, It meant
nothing. And she could not under-
| atand how her darling should have
happened to poasess such a thing or
why she had tried to burn it. But as
she placed the morning nawspaper on
the table, for June, a few minutea
later, the old woman's gare fell on
these staring headlines
VEILED WOMAN IN BLACK

ROBS LOAN BROKER GRANT
Notes of Cllents, Owing Money, Are

Missing—Thief “"Borrows” Viec-

tim's Auto and Escapes.

| Mary let the newspaper fall to the
| ficor from her inert hand Again she
sxamined the charred nota. And now

she knew what It was

. - - - - - .

Mr. George Grant had come late to
his office that morning. He was In th=
sort of humor that makes a polsonous
snake bite itaslf and dle

There was but one gleam of comfort
in Grant'm gour heart this bright morn-
ieg. And that was his belief that the
men whose names were signed to the
miresing documents would not know of
the theft,

The tagk of bluffing thesa poor delin-
quents promisad to be absurdly easy.

And presentiv, as he sat morhldiy

gloating over such scenes, Grant's first |

opportunity came. A name was brought
in to him. Joseph Brown had called,
begging for a word alone with him
Grant smiled happily

“Tell him to come in,” =aid Grant,
gleefully, as the caller was announced

Brown came into the inner office, clad
in his working clothes Generally on
such vielts, he pausad at the threshold
and meekly waited his master's leave
to advance toward the desk

But today he walked confidently up
to Grant, his tanned face one broad

grin. Without troubling to say "Good
morning.”’ he handed Grant a folded
letter. Then

“That's all,"" he remarked, “Brye.-bya,
vou slimr old monev-spider. 1'm out of
Four dirty net—for keeps.”

He turned and swaggered out of the
room before the astounded Grant could
80 much as swear at him. The letter

| was iypewritten and wvery brief. It
ran
Mr. Joseph Brown: The notes

which you gave George Grant for a
loan at outrageous Interest rates have
been destroyed. Therefore, your debt
| is cancelled.
One Who Pities the Poor.
| Grant was still raging, wordlessly,
When Saals came in (o announce one
John Peterson; an elderly, stoop shoul-
dered man., who entered on the heels
of his announcer.

“Mr. Grant,"” said the old man, offer-
ing the loan broker a letter, “This

| came by the morning mall. I thought
it was only fair to show it to you."”

Girant, his eyes blurred with fury,
was barely able to note that this let-
ter was a typewriter duplicate of
| Brown 's.

“It's—it's a lie!" he stormed. "A
trick' 1 have your notes sale in my
desk hare '

“T will take that chance, Mr. Grant.”
replied the old man, turning to go

| The loan broker lurched dizzily to

his feet Just then Saals intruded
again.
“Mr. Grant,” said the clerk, "there's

| seven or eight more people in the out-

er office;: all of them with type-
written letters from—"
“Kick them out!” howled Grant,

In five minutes, he wae bustling into
a downtown office whose outer door-
glass bore the legend:

“Max Lamar, crime specialist.”

“Mr. Lamar.” began Grant as soon

as he could get his breath. *“That
velled woman has cinched her theft
by this—and this—" slemming the

Brown and Pelerson letters on the
desk in front of Max, “and by a lot
more of the same kind. Get her for
me, (et her. To blazes with the ox-
penss! Get her!”

- - - - - . -

June Travis emerged from her bed-
room, heavr-eyed from sleeplessness,
and, in pretty negligee, entered hor
sitting room. Mary was standing
there, awaiting her. June, as she had
done since babyvhood, went over to
kiss the nld woman good morning
| Then. and only then, did she notice
that Mary made no move (o meet her
as she came forward; that ahe did not
sperak, and that her face was blank
with grief

“Why, Mary!"” eried the girl, “what
Is 1t What's the matter? Is moth-
er—1"

Marry cut short the queries by

thrusting forward the charred prom/s-
BOTY mote

“This Is the mattar.,” she sail grim-
Ir. “Dearie, you must tell me what it
means

Inne atified a little cry of fear; then
fmpulsively snatched the burnt paper
from the nurse's hand and made as
though o hide It

“Tell me. dearie.” murmured the ald
woman. “Tell me all about it. You
are unhappy and you've gotten nlo
mischief. Tell Mary, little girl”

“I think 1I've gone mad.,” sald June
“I can't understand It \wny other way.
] can't account, any L(her wav, for
the fearful power that has taken hold
of me, from time to time, this past
day or two.

it began just the other day,” she
whispared All in a flash. You re
member, I told you about my going to
the prison with mother, the day ‘Cir-
tle’ Jim PHorden was released—and
the way he repulsed ms when | spoke
to him?®"

"Y“‘

Yes!" assented Mary, her

‘!Ined face paling and

an unaccount-

able shudder convulsing her siender

ald body.

“Well,* resumed June, ‘just ® few '
hours after I left the prison, all &t
once I had the strangest sensation. It
saamed to start i my brain snd go sl .
over me. it was as if something had
snapped, in my soul. I can't explain |
{t. And the strangest impulses came
surging through my mind. I—I felt
llke a ertminall™

“Dearfe!" ~

“I did. T felt as a criminal must
fael. 1 felt a crayving to commit
crime: & love for its perlls, & hideous

Mary Was Standing There, Awaliting
Her.

orafty wit at escaping the law’'s pun-
Ishment. It was—it was—"

“Little girl! Little girl!" soothed
Mary, as a sob choked June's hushed
voice.

“Its true' persisted June, miser-
ably, “I am a criminal. Listen: I
had heard from so many poor people
about George Grant and the way he
bled them, that 1 had slways hated
the man. 1 had longed .0 rescue some
of his miserable victims—the people
he kept poor by wringing outrageous
interest money from them. But I nev.
er had thought it would be In my pow-
er to do it.

“Then, in a moment, when this
quear criminal Impulse attacked me,
1 saw how I could punish George
Grant and free some of his slaves.
It came to me as an Inspiration. I
put on my black motor coat—the
white-lined one there in the closst—
and a black vell. T went to his office
and managed to get In. He was In
the rault. 1 shut the vault door. Then 1
rummaged through his desk; got all
the notes I could lay my hands on and
came away."

“Oh!™ gasped Mary.

“Then,” puraued June, “the same
strange impulse made me scribble on
one of his cards on the desk an order
to hie chauffeur. | made him take me
away im Mr. Grant's car. I knew If 1
went on foot 1 might be traced.”

"Oh, my dear'!" My dear'” moaned
the horrified old woman. “And you
did all this? You, the sweet, honest
little girl 1I—"

“Yes,” sobbed Jume. “lan't it hor-
rible? T can’t understand It any more
than you can, now that the mania has
left me. It is as though some stranger
had done It. 1 can't realize it was L.
Why, I stole—TI lled—T forged—I, June
Travis who have always been so in-
tolerant when I heard of other peoplas
being tempted to do auch things.
Mary! Tell me; what am [ to do?"'

Her volce broke in a wall. She
sobbed uncontrollably on ber nurse's
breast. The old woman, dumfounded,
grief-stricken, sought nevertheless to
calm her as best she could.

“We must never tell anyone," de
cresd Mary at last. *“Not a soul on
earth. We must keep it a secret, just
between us two., I'd give my Iife,
dearie, sooner than let any harm comae
o you. And It shan't. Maryll pro-
tect her little girl. But if other foiks
should suspect—"

“And." broke In June, “I haven't told
you the worst part of it, yet*

“Is—is there more?" quiversed Mary.
"Oh, don't say there's worse yet!"

“There Is,” June returned. “That
day—that day when 1 feit something
SNap In my aoul. I felt a burning sen-
fation on the back of my right hand,
I looked and—oh, it has come and
gone. there, off and on, evar since! It
is like some hideous birthmark It
lsn't there this morning, but—"

She looked at the back of har hand,

® sho spoke; and eried aloud iu lud—}

den despair.
“Tt's there again'" she wept. “Sea?!
And l had hoped it had gone away for.
eYer.
She held up her right hand. On its
enowy surface glowed a crimson ring, |
like an evil star. At sight of jt, !llry"
§prang 1o her feet in mortal fright,
“The Red Circle!” babbled the old
woman, her voice hoarse and indis- |
tinct with horror. “The Red Circle!i

After all these years! The Rag - |
cle! Oh, God, help us! God, halpc:lrll
all! The curse! The Red Circle!™ |

was_all the pleasure he derived
from s siege except for the Kind-
ness of friends who werp very
tenlive

‘1 am necarly
happy jus

at-

hats l\ to thoge
.']".' % " he said
the studio on his Tirst visif_as he
around him

el

lo pmake the trip with others

show his slender figure and how
dmply
have some nice $avenile part vou
would like played by a voung
fc”u\\'_ Just I'I:Illll i' over ]lf’]'n_'rl'l.‘
that weight comes baek,™'

Mr Farnumn was expected 1o

o a

the garment fit him*If von
- i

tranch of 28900 aeres near SN
Diego, where 50,000 head of cattlg
roam, for the filming of scenes in
“Bon Blair.”" the latest

Pallis
| Paramount Pictures prodution, '
— 00 —
Kead the Classified Ads |
—— 00 - — 1
Read (he Clasaified Ads.
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o{R HERBERT TREEIS
NEW FILM CAPTURE

London, Eng—Announcment
has just been made of the engage-
ment 10 be signed by Sir Herbert
eerbohm Tree. the If‘ssm‘_l'lf His
Majesty's Theatre, by which 'thrr
Triangle Film Corporation of New
York will be enahled to market

films for its service depicting

| plays in which the English actor

will appear, Sir FHerbert sa_ils‘fnr
New York within a month’s time
and on his arrival there will at-

| tach his signature to the papers by

which he will obligate himself for

la period of thirty weeks

The sum to be paid the actor
kpight is said to he one of thlv-
largest ever offered to a dramatic
star. cash in excess of £100.000 be-
ing the remuneration agreed up-
on. On his arrival an America Sir
Herbert will decide whether he 1s
to enter at onee upon his motion
:l.i.-hrr-‘ activities, or fill a _com-
short theatrical on-
gagement in a few of the larger
cities of the United States. Tl_il‘
plays in which he 1s to appear will
be produced under the supervi-
sion of David A\Y Griffith, the
producer of the spectacle, Thf‘
Birth of @ Nation.'" now running
in London. Tt is said that one af
the initial presentation will be
Shakespeare’s “ Tempest.”" which
will affer exeeptional opportuni-
ties from a film standpoint. and at
the same time give Sir Herbert
Tree full seope for his  artistie
talent

The contract with Sir Herbert
Beerbohm Tree has been” tenta-
tively  arranged as  deseribed
above, the negotiations having
been eonducted hy Mr. J. MeKeon
L1l }af‘}li”f nf .\h' ';l‘i“‘l!h. Th'"
whole matter has Theen pul
through by eable, and Sir Herbert
Tree has signified his readiness
to sign the contracts immediately
upon his arrival in New York.
May Appear in ‘‘The Tempest'’

Mr. MeKeon, in discussing the

ir;||‘:'|1l\"[‘

arrangement  with  the Enghsh
actor ‘\i\il??
“Nothing much e¢an  he said

siave that on behalf of Mr. Griffith
[ entered into negotiations with
Sir Herbert, making him a  de-
finite proposition  to  appear in
such plays as might be mutually
,;:’]‘l‘l'“}l]l* for a l?l"l'.ill(] of thirt}'
weeks,  In two messages the sum
agreed upon was arrived at, and
the decision to complete the con-
traet on s arrival in New York
agreed nupon

“While the London report men-
tions “The Tempest” T have no
personal knowledge that this will
be a part of Mr. Griffith s plans
[ think no one hut himself has
any aceurate idea of the type of
production that he will invite
Sir Herbert Tree to  appear in.
Obviously, an arrangement of
[ such characier as tlli.u,‘\\'lwrf_- fw o
men of such importance are con-
cerned, must leave much for de-
¢ision npon the ground. and at a
time when the plans are actually
in preparation. The importanee
of the engagement can hardly he
over-rated, 1 my vstimatie'!u,‘ﬂua‘l
I am quite the patrons of
high class motion picture drama
i all parts of the world will wel-
come this opportunity of seeing
[the great Englishman in such roles
as he 15 hest snited to, and in
which, perhaps, he has alreadyv
appeared upon the stage {o such
advantage.™

Siv Ierbert Beerbohm  Tree's
cugagement is now being eclasserd
as of vital importance to the wel-
fare of the motion picture indus.
try, as indicative of the tyvpe of
[resentation the Triangle Film
Corporation is offering jts patrons
i all parts of the world. While
is has not been contended that a
great stage star is necessarily a
greal sereen acior, the fact uf’ his
presence an such environment. and
the advertising value it gives o
the release in which he will ap-
pear must of necessity have S
--i'-\a_*.'fluu- u.l'l'----l upon film drama
as viewed from the publie’s stand-
’i-l'lllﬂ in the apinion of men g
customed o the judging of artis.
':;:' 1;3!:::\: \,-: ‘. 1:1,l,I.J]I;.I”-sm"d that

] ATES 3 v stock com-

Pany s to supnort Sir Ferbert
;iI‘Ill that if “Tempest™ is done
Lillian (3ish and Mary Marsh will
Appear [‘I""HIHI“H”_\' il] the ff‘lnilr
me yoles

siire

MAKE IT EVEN
A street  car  Juspeetor awvas
watching the work of & pew con
ductor,  “*[lere, Foley,*

54 . " he said,
how is this!

You have ten as-
sengers anc IIHII\ nine faves have
been rung up.”’

“l1s that
Then, turning

07

. asked Foley,
ta his passengers,
he yelled. ““There's wan gln..
many on this car. Git out. wan
of vez.”* {

WORTHY SENTIMENT

S L wish, " saud Dubbleigh, as he
read certain exeuses made by cer.
tain red-handed lnalf.'fu.c.'luh; i g
section of the world that we shall
not identify other thay by saNing
that 1t was “‘somewhers in Bel-
giuw,” " that good old Homep was

alive today."”
“What for—to write
queried Bingletop.
'ffipiu nothing,”’
bleigh. Ty smite
Iyres.”

an epie?”
retorted Dub-
the blooming
———— O
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